Back up at my grams house 
Back up at my moms house 
Back up at my dads house 

I woke in the morning hungover and hurt 
Ive been rolling in your chevy in the back of your church 
My life well wasted
Thats what I learn
In a fucking curse I

Im drugged out 
In a fucking glass house 
 

Smoked out on Gleam by Sevish 
Been fucked up 
Thats my fetish 
Shudder at my thoughts
Im heading 
But who am I to judge 
I should never give a second 

Been rubbing through 
blursed asthetics 
Inside an asotus heaven 
Femgirl tomgirl 007 
Got me on link hunt 
I'll never forget it 

On the virtual paper trail 
Phishing hell 
You got mail 
God I hate my friends 

I hacked myself 
Honeypot and sell 
My own hell 
To the stanger down the street 
I know me 
Subconciously
This is what I need  
Im the one to kill 

Been FOSSing my shit 
In a cybernetic world in a databroker stint 
They want my porn 
They want my sex
That want to know 
What I'll click on next 
Fuck privateness

Right doc 
Just take the meds 
And it will stop 
Right doc?

Been living on a check a cashed last year 
Been digging through the trash to find something weird 
But nothings here
Its just myself 
All alone in a house 
All alone like a cell

I got stuck in bar last summer 
Until a girl came around and gave me her number
 
What the fuck does she see me?
Why the fuck do I need to be?
A special flake in a sea of weed? 
Need a egostroke just to be me 

Camillie on my phone 
Blocked her on a roam  
Ripped up her note 

Never came back on no show 
Had her friend catch me down on the street 

Hey world come and look at me!
Hey world come try to be 
A narc down the street  

I am made to be alone 
My bitch is my phone 
My girl is my home 
My babe is the code 
My thoughts in a mode 
On a everyday low 
Of patterns, grooves,lyrics, notes

Let know if my egos seaping though 
My patterns of thoughts or the way that I move 
I know you and you know me 
A borderline girl 
And a narc down the street 

I'm paranoid to just be me 
Cause theirs nothing left 
He was gone by the week 
I got a bunch of archiac
Forms of defense 
When you challange what I am 
Its like killing who I've been 

I've had a enough 
My life is crushed 
By the weight of my thoughts 
I can't hold it up 
I know what I am 
Soft psycho in a bed
Strapped till the end 
Of my bad interject 

Another Sam v 
Or inmendham down the street 
Or a Kayne with a beat 
Or a Alex Jones 
Like mother fucking creep 

Where the real one laugh 
And the normal ones dread 
Let me know  

I fucking got 
2 dads 
2 moms 
too bad 
That Im wrong 

Im staying up x4
Dont give a fuck 


DRONE SYNTH RISE SAD HAPPY PART 
Loss asthetic by own hands 
Im afraid of my friends
I might crack instead 
And Im dead in my thoughts  
I'll never be normal again 
 

Melt my asthetics by own hands
I want let nature take me back 
Rubbing signals with pony pan 
Why?
Cause its my fucking life 

Feeling rough at the edges of my eyes 
People gonna talk like Tonetta and ask me
Why?
Why suicide 
Ask me why!

I'm scared of my friends 
Barely that I have 
I dont know if I should even call it that 
I'm always losing my thoughts 
I'm allways one step behind 
I'm always hidden under "Im ok"
When I am fucking losing my mind 

Am I all talk? 
Or is it a bluff 
I'm too biased to give a fuck 
But I know somethings up 
But I never seem to catch it up 

I think Im soft type crazy 
Thats why they think I'm all so lazy 
If I know could I change? 
I know right now 
And it aint changed anything 

I miss my girl 
We came together so foriegn 
But she made the mistake 
Of kissing up a scorpion 

Im on that hubble shit 
Like Actress did 
Lofiness 
Is within my very grasp 












